THE   GRASSLEYES   MYSTERY
He is a celebrated French detective. Let's get along.
That damned boy is listening to every word we
say."
"By all means."
The Consul beckoned to the passenger in the
car and presented Granet in a few brief words.
"This is Detective Inspector Suresne," he went
on. "He has flown over from Marseille to try and
help the police here. You knew, I suppose, that
Lady Grassleyes* body was removed from the
Manoir last night?'*
"I've heard something about it," Granet ac-
knowledged. "Rather sudden, wasn't it?"
"Very sudden indeed, and unexpected. So was
the result of the examination. It appears that the
doctors are absolutely undecided as to the cause
of her extraordinary collapse.**
"Who gave the orders for the removal?" Granet
asked.
"Ah!" the detective murmured.
"At present that is not clear,** the Consul re-
plied. "We have sent for the police commissary
who is in charge up here. We shall know that
from him. He will be at the Manoir by the time
we arrive there. There will be a brief examination
of practically every one in a few minutes, but
Monsieur Suresne thought he would like a word
with you first."
"It is,** the detective explained, "because mon-
sieur was the first person to discover the body of
the unfortunate lady.**
"Quite true," Granet replied. **I should never